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‘Tenants t’other Day, and kifs’d all our 
Wivesround, and faid, my Landlord fent 
him; but they fay, he fhai) come and kifs 
em himfelf, before they'll fpeak for him, 
they won’t take it at fecond hand. 

Far. Your good Wives know cheir Land- 
lord well enough 3 was it not he that kifs’d 
Farmer M...’s Wife, and put two Guineas 
into her Mouth, which ferv’d to ftop her 
Mouth, and make her Husband {peak ? © 

Gra, My Landlord does all he can toget 
in, and yet he never could get half bis own 
Tenants to vote for him. 

Far. He’s too clofe fifted, he does no- 
thing for pgor Folks all the time, but jut 
when he wants to be chofen. 

Gra. Well, well, we muft make him pay 
for it then, and he fhall pay tor it, if he gets 
my Vote for all Sam his Tenant 3 I pay 
him Rent enough for his Farm, and if he 
don’t like it, I havea little Farm of my 
own, I cannot live without him; it he 
comes to {peak to me, I'll be very plain 
with ’ne 

Far, In troth fo wil) I too 5 but what fhall 
wefay tohim, will he give us any Money ? 

Gra. I can’c tell; but if he won’r, Sir 
William will, and he fets up againft him 3 
the Greyhound is his Houle, and he {pends 
his Money like a Prince 3 I’m refolv’d to go 
there, I know his Steward Feffery. 

Far, Nay, Vl gotothem both 3 a Body 
may get drink encugh at both Houfes, and 
Money too they fay; Til e’en get it of both 
of them, aslong asic is to be had. 

Gra. No, no, Me. that is not fair. 

Far. Fair, they are Rogues to give Ma- 
ney at all; if they will give cheir Money 
away, any Body may takeit, mayn’t they? 
1 don’t fieal it from them. 

Gra. But they give it to get your Vote, 
and you promife co vote for them, and you 
muft cheat one of them. 

Far. That’s your Miftake now, Neigh- 
bour, for Feffery was with me yefterday,and 
1am to have two Guineas of his Mafters to 
day, and J made him no pofitive Promife, 
but put him thus; why Mr. F fer, Sir 
Wiliam knows, L won't be againft him, 
leave the reft to mes he pretends to under- 
ftand me, and] thall promife juft the fame 
te Sir Thomas to day, if [ canget two Gui- 
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neas more ; and then when the Day comes, 


Jl e’en fray athome, and vote for no Body, 


and a’nt I as good asmy Word ? 


By this Part of the Story Gentlemen 
may fee how they are ufed, when they 
go underhand to bribe and bay Voices from 
the Country; they debauch the very Morals 
of the Peaple, gull and cheat themfclves, 
fee themfelves Bubles to the pooreft Clown, 
and are bound to ftand ftill, and tho’ they 
know it, fay nothing. 

Here are two Gentlemen ina Town on 
the Market Day, there they take up each 
of them a publick Houfe ; firft the Ale- 
houfe Keeper, he bumboofels them, and 


‘charges all) the Ale he has in the Houfe 


twice over, fomuch a Barrel, whether ’tis 
drunk out or no ¢ if his Worfhip does not 
like it, he does him wrong, for he has 
brought in all his Cuftomers to vote for 
him 5 and Sir Williem fent his Gentleman to 
him, and would he but have efpoufed his 
Intereft, he offer’d him all that, and ten 
Guineas for the Ufe of his Houfe 
Well, there’s no difputing, there’s 1502. 
to pry, and there isno Remedy. 

Well, then here fits Sir Thomas all the 
Market Day, the Rooms are all full 5 here’s 
two or thxge Butchers, there half a dozen 
Farmers; in another a Gang of fuch a Townf- 
men, and Up-Srairs a Parcel of their Wives; 
Sir Thomas has his Servants up and down the 
Town, andin every Gang among them fith- 
ing dor Votes, and drinking with them $ 
now he goes into thisRoom, then to that 3 
here a drunken Butcher, gorg’d with his 
Ale, fpues in his Worfhips Prefence, there 
a Clown belches in his Face 3 here Farmer 
Q.+..65 Wife huffs his Steward, becaufe 
Sir Thomas was not civil to her, that is, 
fpoke to her to have her Husbands Vote, 
but did not put two Guineas into her Hand, 
and tells vetae te Sons are both Freehold- 


ers, and what does Sir Thomas mean? 
There’s ald Woman, the’s our of Ha- 
mour, and a going away, and, what’s the 


Matter ? —No, nothing’s the Matter, but 
my Dame goes away, and won’t prqmife the 
Steward any thing 3 wel!, fhe’s quite loft, 
and the Reafon is never known, till iccomes 
out among the Goffips in the Neighbvur- 

hood, 
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hood, and the Steward hears of it, that Sir 
Thomas {puke to her in the Streec, and did 
not falute her Gentlewsminfhip, whereas 
che had killed all the Goodies and Gammars 
jn the upper Room}; this Scene is ac the 
Sign of che Red Lyon, Sir Thomas 
knows where. 

Shall we go over the Way now fo Sir 
William » he is ac the Greybond, as 
the Farmer cold us juft now; and pray 
F.iends take it with you as you go, that 
this Farce now has the Misfortune to be fo 
tsue a Jef, thac really 1 can hardly find in 
my Heart to laugn at it. 

Sit Wiliam is a jolly, frank, open hand- 
ed Gentleman, whether Whig or Tory, 1 
don’t examine, thatis not to the Purple 
here ; the Leffon is to them all, and either 
may make ufe of the Moral, while ic 
would be cheir Wifdom co Ict alone the 
Fable. 

Coming into the Greybound Inn at —, 
you find ita large Houfe built on all Sides 
of aSquare. Yard, or in cur ¢bramoo Dia- 
ke&@, al. round the Square, the Rooms and 
Gallarizs are all full of the Country People, 
and feveral Tables in the Yard, fome Ha 
drunk, fore three-quarters fpeed, all drink- 
ing, flinking, roaring, fwearing, fleeping, 
fpuing, €Sc. and all for Sir William. 

At a Table on the right hand under a 
Shed, on ‘the North Eaft Corner of the 
Wail, juft by a Kennel where the Fox is 
chain’d, | amthe more particular, becaufe 
perhaps Sir Wiliam may want thofe Diredti- 
ons to remember it by, tho’ one would think 
he fhould not neither At this Table fits 
about half adozen Country Fellows, Butch- 
ers, Tanners, Faymers, and fike Jite, drunk 
enough: you may be fure. 

Sie Welliam, athe vilits the Rooms where 
his Frecholders are drinking, comes cur in- 
to the Gallary, and they fpy him ; then firft 
Houzza, and all upan rheic Eeet fhouring, 
A ener, A=, caning, his. Name, Sir 
Wiliam (aluces.them.tram tha Gallaty, aad 
down they fic to it again; by and-by one 
Dr.drunker than the ro% he calls out to 
Sic Wim, that he drank-his Healch, then 
there’s another Biw due from Sir Wiliam; 
But Sir Wiliam, fays the Clown aloud, 
won't you come and drink with us? and 


then he wrans cut a great W—ils, went 
your Worthip come and drink one Cup warn 
your honeft Freeholders, we are al) Free- 
holders, and {wears again by his Maker, 
and avain all Freeholders, B—G—D—yea, 
Sit William, al) Freeholder, won't your 
Worfhip drink with us? 

Well, Sir W. hone& Gentleman, he does 
not carefor ic, but he fays, Ay, ay, Gen- 
tlemen, 1’) come to vou prefcntly, and th-n 
he fends one of his Stewards or Agents,bits 
him go to them. Who a P—— fent you co 
us Goodman Gentleman, vou are a Scewari, 
you are a Slaveg bring us Sir Widiam or the 
young Efq; d—ye, we fcorntodrink with 
any Body bur your Mifter, Sirrah—— Well, 
Gentlemen, faysthe Steward,for he muft nut 
offend them, my Mafter will waicoa you ; 
then another begins with two or three 
Hiccups and Belches, why look you Mr.—: 
to the Steward, we are all Men chat have 
fomething of ovr own, Man, and if Sir VF’. 
won’t drink with us, Jeok ye Sir, d’ ye fee, 
and he won’t drink wy us, shet s, and it 
Sir VVikiam, tbat is, thinks himfelf, d’ ye jee, 
too good-to drink, thar ss, with poor Cuun- 
try Folks, d’ ye fee, why then I'll cell ye, 
that Sir, d’ye fee, we'll vote none, thet x, 
come Jom, we'll be gone 3 No, pray Gentle - 
men, pray Gentlemen, my Matter is com- 
ing—Away he goes and tells Sic Wiliam, 
they area going away, if his Worhhip dues 
not come down, 

Down comes Sir Wikiam—, and O then- 
they are as joyful as Drunkennefs and Oth; 
willlet them be, and his Worfhip mu!t tic 
down and could I but give you a Picture 
now of the Baronet among the Boors, va 
one hand of him fits a Butcher greaitc 3 
the Mafter of the Company, fat as a Bulluck 
of 124. Price, drunk asa Drum, drivelling 
like a Boar, foaming at Mouth with a Pipe 
in his Jaws, and being, in the open Yard, 
holds it fo that theWind carries che Sim k 
dire@ly in Sir William's Face ; on the oth. 
hand fitsa Tanner, not fo fat, buctwice a5 
drunk as t’other, every now and th:n he 
letsagreat Fart, and fir& drinks his Wer- 
fhip’s Health, then {pues upon his Seuckic gs; 
a third gets up from the lower End of thr 
Table to make a Leg, and drink to hii 
Worfhip; then comes fo near him to he 

un 
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_uu to give him the Flagon, that making 
his reeling Bow, he [pills fome of the Beer 
upon him, gives a great Belch in his Face, 
and fo {cratching, his Head, waits till his 
Worhhip mult drink after him, and give him 
the Pot again; and making his Leg again a 
little too low, runs forward, being. as the 
Sailors cal too much by the Head, and over 
fets Sir Widiam’s Chair and all, and falls 
upon him, the reit get all up to help him 
upsand two or three of them dragging their 
Brother Beatt off him, Sir Wiliam gets up 
bimfelf, and his Man is fain to help them up 
ene after another —- Well, then his Wor- 
fhip- fits, there’s no getting away from 
them ; ifhe offers t» ftiraway, what won't 
your Worhhip drink with u, we'll all vote 
tor you, then a Hiccup and an Oath by their 
Maker, and every Word interleaved with 
Damnation.and Curfecm———_ Well, ac laft 
comes in the Farmer, we talk’d uf with his 
Sow and Piggs; ho M...,M...,you Deg cries 
the Butcher,, for belike he was a Chairman, 
here come hither, here is Sic Wiliam-— 
({ cannot foul my Paper, nor your Mouths, 
Readers, with their Oaths and Blafphemies, 
but your Imagination will fuggeft them) 
Come hither, M.-.., you Dog, come hither, 
then the Tanner oegins with an Oath to 
Sic William, that’s a Freeholder, an’e like 
your Worlhip, we'll make him vote for your 
Worthip, and he was always for Sir Thomas, 
we'll make him be for you— Come hither, 
M..., you Dog, won't ye drink with Sir 
William Huzza, a Dottrel, a Dottrel, 
eraany thing, that’s inftead of bis Wor- 
fhips Name, by the way. 

Well, M..... comes and makes his Leg— 
and Sic William {peaks to him tor his Vote. 
Fla, ha, an’tlike your Worthip, | han’e pro- 
mifed any Body yet; lam as like as an- 
other not to be againft your Worthip, ha ha. 
And what haft got there Goodman M.... 
fiys Sir William, what haft brought to Mar- 
kec ?.a Sowand Piggs,an’t pleafe your Wor- 
fhip to buy them, it will do me a Kindnefs; 
the Butcher whifpers Sir William, buy: 
them, buy them, your Worfhip fhall be 
iure of himthen; well, fays Sir William, 
buy them for me—If you give him a little 


ore 


more than they are worth, you underftand 
the thing 3 up gets the Bucher, let’s fee 
them, M..-., what fhall Sir William. give 
you for them? —M...., why VN have tbree 
Mark for them—No, no, lock you &...., 
that is too much;but youknow Sir William 
ftands for our Shire, you hall voce for him, 
and he fhall take the Sow and Piggs, and 
leave the Price to us— Well, weil, I an’t 
againft him, I'll give you my Word for 
that—So they mcke the Bargain, the Butcher 
come back, Sir William 1 have bonght the 
Sow and Piggs, and he promifes; your 
Worfhip muft give him three Mark for 
them; Sir Willitm orders the Steward to 
pay the Money 5 the Sow and Piggs are 
worth about half the Money, the Fellow 
promifes. he won’t be againft Sir William, 
but never promifes to vote for him; gors 
away after that to Sir Thomas, gets Ditte* 
of him, and keeps his Word with both by 
voting for no Body.. 

I could carry thisScene on-to the moft foz 
did monftrou-Exceffes,to which J have been 
too much an Eye-Witnelss but I leave the 
Gentlemen yoak’d with Boors ftooping to all 
the meaneft, and vileft,and moft indecent 
things imaginable, nay, till one of the 
Brutes calls to him to reach the Chamber- 
Potover the Fable to bim 3 but this beaft- 
ly Doing is enough to fhew the Gentlemen 
their own Pidture in little, when their In- 
tereft guides them to feek anOpportunity of 
getting into a Parliament Houle. What 
Mien that can ftoop to this are fit for, when. 
they come there,.is a Queftion admits of a 
farther Enquiry. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


Most excellent ftrengthning Pills, which 
give certain Help in all Pains or Weak- 
nefs of the Back, (either in Men or Women) 
eccafion’d by a Strain, 2 Wrench, or any 
other Caufe; being a fure Remedy (under 
God) in firch Cafes for Cure. Recommend- 
ed from the long Experience-of an eminent 
Apothecary of London, and to be had at 
Mr. Cope’s, at the Gold Ring in Little Shear 
Lane, by Temple-Bar. At35. a Box, 
containing 8.Dofes, (feal’d up) with printed: 
Directions, 
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